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M COURTNEY ADOPTED SON 
OF JOHN COURTNEY, CRIPPLED 
WAR VETERAN AND AN OLD ^LAG" 
MAKER KNOWN AS "OLD GLORY," 
MAS THE SPEED OF THE WIND AND 
THE STRENGTH OF A HUNDRED MEN, 
BECAUSE HE GOES FORTH IN A RED, 
WHITE AND BLUE UNIFORM AND USES 
THESE POWERS TO FiGHT THE ENEMIES 
OF AMERICA, JIM HAS BECOME KNOWN 
AS THE FLAG. ON WIS CHEST IS A 
BIRTHMARK SHAPED LIKE THE STARS 
AND STRIPES, WHICH GLOWS WHEN 
HIS COUNTRY IS IN DANGER OR ANY- 
ONE NEEDS HIS HELP THE FLAG 
HAS KEPT HIS TRUE IDENTITY A 
SECRET FOR FEAR THAT IT MIGHT 
ENDANGER THE LIFE OF OLD 
GLORV SO NO ONE BUT _7iM AND 
OLD GLORY KNOW WHO THE 
FLAG P.EALL.Y IS.. 




1,'fN A S/Y\ALL HOTEL. IN 
Li WASHING-TON, D.Cf... 





AND ARE YOU 
SURE THAT 
NONE OF 
DEM SUSPECT 
DER REASON 
DAT DEY 
WERE OFFER- 
ED FREE ACCOM 
ODATIONS AT 
THIS HOTEL? 



NO, MEIN LEADER. 
NONfc OF THE OLD 
POOLS SUSPECT 
THAT THIS HOTEL 
S OWNED AND 
OPERATED BY 
H&NRICH GUHN 
LEADER OF THE 
FIRST NAZI- 
AMERICAN 
SOCIETY, AND 

THAT WE HAVE 
SPECIAL PLANS 
FOR THEM/ 




ON ANOTHER ROOM OF THE SAME 
u HOTEL ARE OLD GLORY AND JIM. 



HOW DOES IT FEEL .OLD GLORY, TO 
BE COMMISSIONED BY THE GOLD 
STAR. MOTHERS OF AMEPJCA TO 
MAKE A SPECIAL FLAG FOR THEM 
AND PRESENT IT, 
PERSONALLY, AT 
TUEIR CONVEN- 
TION THIS 
AFTERNOON? 

I'M 

MIGHTY 

&& PROUD, 

.fe/Tt SON' 



WHAT TIME D06S THE CONVENTION 

_ START? 
TUEYRE GOING TO 
HAVE THEIR LUNCHEON 
ANY MINUTE NOW. 
THEN THEY'RE MAK- 
ING A SPECIAL MASS 
VISIT TO THE CAPITOL. 
THE CONVENTION 
FORMALLY 

OPENS 
TONIGHT. 



'J 



t/ 



■v^ 1 



n\ 





GETTING - KINO OF- 
DB.OWSY MVSELF - 
CAN'T -UNDERSTAND- 



r 





5? HAT AFTERNOON, AT THE 
OPFICE OP THE PRESIDENT... 



MR. PRESIDENT, THE GOLD 
STAR MOTHERS ARE HERE. . 



SORRV, MR. BIG.' yOU'LL SEE 
US RIGHT HERE.' 




Qack in the office of the 

PRES.DENT...,— - 



VE'VE TAKEN OVER 
WERE ALL RIGHT, , 
HERRGUHN.VOU 
WANT US TO 
SUMP OFF /AR., 
PRESIDENT? 
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MIGHT NEED HIM' 
FOR SOMETHING I 
v.Jk, LATER. BUT I 
■ A VILL FIX HIM 
SO HE VILL 
NOT CAUSE 
'■$ PER 0ISTURB-] 
ANCE. 

VOUMEN 

HAVEN'T A 

CHANCE IN 

THE WORLD Of 

GETTING ; 

AWAV WITH I 

^JHIS.' 




HEiNRiCH GUWN THEN PULLS A 
STRANGE LOOKING- PiSTOL FROM 
HIS HAND B AG AN D... 

A SHOT OF SLEEPING -s 
GAS FROM THIS SPECIAL ) 
PISTOL VILL DO DER ,-/ 
TRICK NIOELV.' 







HN AN INSANE FURY, HEINRICH GUHN WHIPS A GUN 
FROM WIS CLOTHES. . . 



FOR THOSE WHO VOULD 
MAKE FUN VEN VORK 
I9S TO BE DONE.' 




VE VILL HAFF NO MORE -ER- JOKES. 
GO ROUND TO ALL DER OFFICES Ui TO 
GIFF VORD DAT DESE CLOTHES WAFF 
NOW SERVED DER.PURPOSE OF GETTING 
US IN HERE IN PLACE OF DER GOLD' 
STAR MOTHERS. DER CLOTHES VILL 
NOW BE DISCARDED- 





Rv 



OLD GLORY' SOMETUiNC 

wappsned.' rve tme 

STRANGEST FEELING THAT 
SOME WOMAN IS CALLING 
Me FOR HELP/ IS MY 
BIRTHMARK GLOWING? 



fs~,MK IS.SON. 

'SOMEDNe'S/^i^i 
IN SERIOUS/ ^» 
TROUBLE./! ^ "> 



« 








HEY/ WHAT V/ASY I DIDN'T 

that? where 'see any - 

DID THAT OTHER / THING. .. 
GUV GO? _-/AND TWERESt 
^BEEN NO ONE 
IN THIS CAS BUT 
ME, SIR. I HOPE 
YOU HAVEN'T 
8EEN PRINKING. 



T» 







Z\ 




NO ONE 
THERE - 
GULP- 
BUT YOU... 






I- I'D BETTER 
SEE A DOC 
WHEN i GO 
HOME TONIGHT. 
VERY STRANGE... 
VERY STRANGE/ I 




a 



T THAT MOMENT THE FLAGr 
ENTERS THE HOTEL AND... 



I CAN FEEL THE FLAG ON M.Y 
CHEST GLOWING BRIGHTER 
NOW. MAYBE THE TROUBLE IS 
IN THIS ROOM. 





IT'S THE PLAG/ i KNEW IP 1 
SHOUTED FOR UL/y\ PRAYED POR HIM 
UE WOULD COME.' 



I'LL KNOCK SOME Or THE STARS . 
AND STRIPES OUT OP THAT 
GUV 





* 



KNOW I COULDN'T BE MISTAKEN 
RALPH. YOU GOT THftT SCAR WHEN 
VOU WERE A BABV. YOU WERE IN 
THE LAST WORLD WAR. THEY TOLD 
ME YOU WERE KILLED. BUT THERE 
MUST HAVE BEEN SOME MISTAKE. 
DON'T YOU KNOW ME, SON? 





DON'T \OU HAVE 
ANV PITY J EVEN 
FOR A POOR 
OLD DELUDED 
LADY, RAT? 



PUT ME DOWN 1, 

BEFORE I - ,( 

HEY, BOYS, GUN L 

THIS NERVV 



GUY/ 




LUCKY FOR THAT POOR WOMAN X 
YOU AREN'T HER SON. - A SNAKE J - 

- LIKE YOU/^^-*2/P' 



WHY DOESN'T 
HE FALL? 




|IF BULLETS YCOMEftACK^ I 
WON'T BRING- /WANT TO TALK. 
THAT GUY /•^_ M _ TO VOU/ 
DOWN \ * O- 

I'M NOT 
BOTHERING | 
WITH HIM.' 





/ 



NOTHING ) 





W I CAN'T WASTE ANY TIME.' 

WHEN I GET THROUGH WITH 

THIS TRICK, I WANT YOU 

BOTH TO SPILL WHAT THIS IS 

ALL ABOUT OR WE'LL 

HAVE A REPEAT PERFORMr 

V>"> -_ ANCE 





f5\l22V AND SICK, TWE SPIES 
GUHN'S PLANS--. 



TELL OF 



AND- AND THEN HE'S GONNA 
ISSUE PHONY ORDERS FRO(Y\ THE 

WAR DEPARTMENT, AND TAKE 
OVER GOVERNMENT CONTROL OF 

NEWSPAPERS AND RADIO, SO 
THE PEOPLE WON'T GET ANY 
NEWS FROM ABROAD/ 




I'LL WAVE TO LEAVE YOU TO 
FREE THE OTHERS AMD CALL. / 
THE POLICE , MRS. SMITH . J 
IF WHAT THOSE RATS SAID 
S TRUE, I'VE GOT TO 
HOP RIGHT OVER TO THE 
PRESIDENTS OFFICE. 




ON MILLIONS OF HOMES THE FALSE SPEECH 

U| S RECEIVED WITH WILD JOY.. ., — . ■ 

- <AND SO ALL 



I 



.( DEFENSE PRODUCTION WILL HALT. ALL < 

I (DRAFTED WEN WILL BE RELEASED FROfA 

A SERVICE. THERE IS NO LONGER ANY NEED 

ii~~ y -zz , , «f ^ FOR SUCH 

1^ fe PREPARA- 




(7)N STREET CORNERS, IN CITIES AND HAMLETS, IN POOL- 
w ROCVAS, LIMOUSINES, BOARDING HOUSES - EVERYWHERE ■ 
THE PAUSE PEACE ANNOUNCEMENT CREATES A SENSATION 



FOR DELUDED AMERICA, . 





LBANWHILB, BACK IN 
WASUINGTON... 



UNO AS SOON AS DERU.S. WAVy\ 
SUIPS ARE EMPTIED OF AMERICAN 
SEAMEN, AS PER ME1N ORDERS, 
HAVE OUR MEN TAKE COM - 

MAND AND 
WEAD TO 

V SEA/ 







l!3S THE FLAG- ARRIVES 

AT THE CAPITOI 



LOOKS LIKE, SOMETHING 

SPECIAL \S GOING- ON. 
ALL RIGHT, LOOK 

TWAT MOB TRYING 
TO GET IN.' 





UDOfiNLY A VISION APtfcA&ft' 



OVER MIS UNCONSCIOUS PtQUftE. ■ . 
COUNTRY J OUR ARMY ~ m 
AND NAVY ARE 
(NENEMY HANDS. 
AMERICAN GUNS 
AND EQUIPMENT 
ARE BEING TURNED 
CN AMERICAN MEN 
WOMEN AND 
CHILDREN 




Si! 




A DISASTER, 
STRUCK AMERICA. 
WE HEREBY GIVE 
YOU BACK YOUR 
LIFE, YOUR STRENGTH 
AND YOUR SPECIAL 
POWERS. GO AND 
DESTROY THE SPIES AND 
TRAITORS/ 



r-T- 



QHE VISION VANISHES AND A 
u PEW MINUTES LATER . . . 




I FEEL AS THOUGH I'D BEEN 
ASLEEP - AND THAT DREAM - 
NOW I REMEMBER. GUHN- 
THE CAPITAL CAPTURED - 





THERE GOESTHE^ 
FLAG. MAYBE HE )/ I FEAR 
CAN SAVE OUR /[ IT IS TOO 
COUNTRY.' s' \ i &tp . 




While in towns all over the 
country, scenes similar to 
this are being enacted: 




,'V MAT I'M ENJQ-Y1NG ABOlT THIS V 
IS THAT WE'RE USINO THEIR OWN, 
WEAPONS TO CAPTURE 
THESE AMERICAN ~--^YE AH, 
TOWNS.' >~— -''WE'LL PKETTfJ 
SCON HAVE THE f 
WHOLE COUNTRY ' 
TAKEN OVER.' 



UDDENLY, A BAND Or VOVUNT^tH 

AMERICANS BREAKS THROUGH 1 u ff 
CROWD. FOOLISHLY, BUT VALIANTLY 
ATTACKS THE ARMED FORCES O c 
THE ENEMvY. 




5=^ 





C 



I'LL RETURN "5 
THE COMPLIMENT 
-WITH TANKS' 




NOW I'LL SHOW YOU A NEW 
TRICK TO PLAY WITH 
THESE 75'S 





THAT TAKES CARE OF THAT UNI 
BUT UEINRICH GUHN MUST.HAYE ' 
THOUSANDS OF OTHERS ALL OVER x 
THE COUNTRY. IT WILL TAKE ME 
WEEKS TO GET THEM ALL TO - 
GETHER AND BREAK 
THIS THING UP. 



^w 



\ 




I'VE GOT TO GET THEM ^ 
ALL TOGETHER SOME WAY 
AND TAKE CARE OF THEM 
ALL AT ONCE... FIRST 
THING TO DO IS TO Ger 
GUHN OUT OF POWER . 





_ii- 



THE GREAT 
IMPERSONA- 
TION IS FINISH-'*! 
ED, GUHN . US 
lYCURTIME *"" 



3N A FEW MINUTES THE FLAG 
»TREAKS BACK INTO WASHINGTON, 

D.C., AND STRAIGHT TO THE 
~-P= PRESIDENT'S OFFICE. 



THOUGHT 







DID VOU CALL US, HERR GU- 
LOOK.' THE FLAG'S GOT 






Rut instead of beins knock- 
ed OUT, THE SCAR-PACED MAN I 
UNDERGOES AN AMAZING CHANGE. 



HEY, WHAT IS THIS? WHAT'S 
GOING- ON? WHERE AAA I ? 
IS -IS THE WORLD WAR. 
OVER 2 




^WIFTLV, THE FLAG EXPLAINS ALL TO ' 
KJ the now AWAKENED, BUT 
BEWI LDE RED MAN. . . 

•* AND 1 WAS ONE OF 
THOSE RATS/ AND - 
AND MV POOR OLD 
MOTHER.' HOW CAN I 
MAKE UP FOR 
^ THAT, FLACr? 



ONE QUESTION AT A TIME. J 
IT BEGINS TO LOOK LIKE 
MRS SMITH WAS RIGHT. YOU 

ARE HER SON, RALPH, 
YOU MUST HAVE BEEN HURT 

IN THE WORLD WAR AND 
, LOST YOUR ME MQRV. 

I - I DON'T 
UNDERSTAND. 






, SMART BOYS.' 
i'/A REGIMENT O 
U.S. SOLDIERS WHO 
GRABBED BACK THEIR 
EQUIPMENT AS SOONAS 
YOU BIRDS LEFT, IS ON 
ITS WAV TO TAKE CARE 
OP VOU.' 



TVVJ1TM GUNW DEAD AND ALL 
^^HIS FOLLOWERS IN CUSTODY 
ORDER IS RESTORED IN TUg 
CAPITAL AND THE- NATION 




/^CNRS. SMITH IS HAPPILY RS-UNITgD 
t **"»WiTM THE SON SHE THOUGHT 
HAD BEEN LOST FOREVER . 




^MOTHERS WOLDS A DELAYED OPENING. 



/[\ND AST WE CONVENTION OF GOLD. STAR T 



HOORAY FOR OLD 
GLORY/ THREE 



YOU WARM THE 
HEART OF THIS WEARY OLD 
WAR VETERA 




OLD WAR VETERAN, EH? FROM WHAT 
I HEARD YOU ACTED LIKE A PRETTY 
YOUNG SPROUT WHEN YOU WENT TO , 
THAT HOTEL AND CLEANED UP THE 
JOINT FOR THE WAV THEY TREATED 
THOSE WOMEN/ 

" OH, PSHAW/ 

JUST GOSSIP - 

HARRUMPH/ 




&OOK ON THE VERY NEXT PAGE FOR 
ANOTHER THRILLING ADVENTURE OF 

"THE FLAG.'*' 




(*>ORN WITH ft I J^^twEST SIRTU-MP.RX RESEMBLING- 
TWE AMERICAN ^-^FLAG, JIM CCURTNE-Y, ADOPTED SON 
OF JOUN COURTNEY, AN OLD FLAG - MAKER. AND WAR VET- 
ERAN KNOWN AS "OLO GLORY'; HAS BEEN ENDOWED BY THE 
IMMORTALS OF U.S. HISTORY WITH THE STRENGTH OF A 
HUNDRED MEN AND THE SPEED OF THE WIND . WHEN 
TRAITORS SEEi^ TO DESTROY OUR. COUNTRY, JIM DONS 
THE SPECIAL PATRIOTIC UNIFORM MADS FOR Hlf/\ BY 
"OLD GLORY " AND GOES FOP,TH AS THAT HARD -Ml"T 
TING-, PATRIOTIC AVENGER. , 
TO CRUSH AND DESTROY THEM.' 



|H H3 1MM\ t-inrsu/ - 1-11 l 
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EARLY ON ELECTION. DAY MORN 



I THINK IT'S 
SWELL THAT YOU'RE 
GOING TO WORK. AT 
THE POLLS THIS 
YEAR, OLD GLORY. 



I HOPE TO LORDY, THAT 
FELLOW KRAGG, DOESN'T 
GET IN, J\tA. HE'S A 
BIG -TIME FIFTH 
COLUMNIST IF THERE 
EVER WAS ONE. 




JUST BEFORE THE POLLS OPEN , OLD GLORY IS AT HIS POST 
GUARDING THE VOTING- BOOTH , 



WHY, YOU OLD FOSSIL, THAT 
GUY WON'T HAVE A CHANCE.' 
OUR PARTY'S GOING- TO 
HAVE THe NEXT GOVERNOR, 
AND FURTHERMORE -- 




UALF AN HOUR LATER, AT AN ELEC- 
TiONEERING BOUNDARY LINE NEAR- 
BY. 



SORRY, 8UDDY, 
YOU'RE INSIDE THE 
BOUNDARY LINE. YOU'LL 
HAVE TO MOVE 
ALONG. 



KRAGG'S MEN ARE VIOLATING "N 
THE BOUNDARY RULES ALL THE 
TIME. NE HAVE TO DO THE 
SAME OR- ; 




OH, OH - WV BIRTHMARK IS 
GLOWING. I'M NEEDED - 
TRO'JBLE K3-NN AT THE 




*** ROAR 

OP MOTORS 
INCREASES, 

THE 
SOUND OF 
EXPLODING- 

BOMBS 

THUNDERS 

THROUGH 

' THE 

CITY AS 

THE 

VERY 

SKY SB8MS 

TO FILL 

WITH 

BOMBINO- 

PLANES/ 






!/S. 




AH.' IT SEEMS OUR GIANT MOVING- 
PICTURES OF AN AIR RAID AND 

OUR SOUND EFFECT TRUCKS ARE 
BRINGING- THEIR. RESULTS. THE 

PEOPLE ARE SCR6ANMNG- AND 
RUNNING FOR SHELTER.' 







SUBWAY 



CAUGHT ON THEIR. WAV TO THE POLLS , NOT KNOWING- THE 
AIR. RAID IS A PAKS, THOUSANDS OP VOTERS POUR INTO 
THE SUBWAYS PCR-SHELTER. . 



THERE ^UST BE Pl«JE 
THOUSAND PEOPLE CRAMPED I 
(NTO TUAT STATION 




PAKE, EH? 
WHAT WAS 
THAT, THEN? 




&? 




8 =S5-s*u 




3.-VS 




MEANWHILE AT THE HEAD - 
JUARTSRS OF KR'.S KRAGG.. 



THAT MEANS WE HAVE PRACTICALLY THE 
WHOLE CITY TRAPPED UNDERGROUND. 
AU.' BV THE TIME THEY ARE RESCUED, 
THE POLLS WILL BE CLOSED AND 
WERE WILL BE A NEW GOVERNOR 
KRlSS KRAGC-/ 




/ 



HERE ARE REPORTS PROM 
TWENTY -FIVE OF OUR 
OPERATIVES, HERR KRAGG, 
OTHERS STILL COMING IN. 
EACH WAS SUCCEEDED IN 
SEALING- THE SUBWAY 
STATION ASSIGNED TO 
HIM. 




£ 





A 




WWV WE 
HAFTA 

HANG 
AROUND 

NOW? 



POLLS 



^ 





iok 




V 




WHAT 

MEAN 

SAID 



DO YOU 
? WHO 
SO? 






WORKING VF WELL . TUEVRE BEGINNING- TO 
PAST AND )( COME TO NOW " GUESS 
CURIOUSLY, \V, I CAN 
TU5 PLAG I ( LEAVE. 
SOON WAS 

ALL TUB I -V c^ 

CAS VICTIMS 
OUT IN 
TUB OPEN. 



Sir IN TViE NEKT STATION, &LONG T«S LiNE . . 



Au- OVER 
RUSH FOR 
STARTED .' 



THE 



OTV, ft GRAND 
POLLS IS 



POLLS 



EVEN THOSE HURT IN THS FAKE AIR* 
RAID 01SASTERS, DRAG- THEMSELVES 
TO THE VOTING- PLACESy 



pon't vou think vou'd 
8Etter.gettoa 
hospital first? 



NO, SlREE.'^ 
EVERV VOTE 



/ALL fV\Y PLANS RUINED,' 
I'LL KILL THE PATRIOTIC 
FOOLS.' KILLTHEfA,' / - 
KILL TWEM.' 



,'AEANWUiLE, KRlSS K.RAGG, CRAZV 
WITH HATE AND DISAPPOINTMENT- 




I 



t& 







b 



r ^ 



y 



9\ 



/* 



y 



m 



'") 



£ 



& 



t ! 



lA 



M 



n 



V 



?hrH 



r "r 



if; 



Lw 



OMEDAY IX MI6WT HAPPEN,' 
S'OMEDAy AMERICA MIGHT SB IN- 
VADED.' BUT WHEN THE • CAUSE OP 
FCEEDOM AND DEMOCRACV IS THREAT 1 . 
ENED THEN , FROM OUT OF THE BLUE 
SKV; SHALL COME THE UNKNOWN 
# SOLDIER^-- DAUNTLESS AMERICAN 

CHAMPION OF ALL WHO FliSHT 
UNDER THE STARS AND 
STRIPES- -FROM THE SMALL- 
EST CHILD TO THE BSAVEST 
DOUe.HBOV! WHO <S HE 7* 
N'OBODV KNOWS! WHERE HE 
CAME FROM? NOBODy KNOWSl 
HE IS JUST 

TH5 UNKNOWN SQLPIEQ 



DANN V MORGAN, WATCi-iING A 
R4RADE IS BROKEN HE4RTED. 
CRIPPLED 5/NCE BlQTW WE THINKS 
ME CAN NEVgg MEt-P.HIS COUNTgV 



/2.Z. A/EYE/S <S£- ABLE TO 
EO& MY COL/A/TflSY. S/S. 



f=/SHT- 



i\v 



^ 



n 



OAM/VY DA/SL/AVG. \[ WELL,/ 
DOAYT A^EEL 3ADL.Y. U GOTTA 
\ YOL/ AA^E DO/AYG [ GET TO 

YOL/& SA/A/SE BY \WO&S< 

A?L/A/AS/A/G AAY £LEYQTO&)a/VD 

/a/ T/vf AS7wo^/ir Vs7>ay 

BL//LD/A/G A/YD J COOKED 

'SL/A'A'O&T/AVG! MOM' J /A/ AAV 

ELEVATOR 
ALU DAY 
W/-/EA/ / SHOULD 
BE A^/GHT/AVG.' 



TMSy M/G/-YT A/07- LET ME 
/A/ T/-/E A&AsfY &UT 
BEL /EVE ME, /A WE SYE/GE 
/A/YADED /D E/A/D A WAY 
TO A^/G/UT/ TA/E/^E'S 
a>oa> WEBEA?. 



SI 



7 



%& 



POP WE SEC A WOUND- 
ED VETERAN IS A 
GOOD PRIEND OP 



A/ELLO £>OA>/£= A 
WA/2 COMES WE 
WOA/T BE MUCM>^< 
GOOD/ £<i 



YOU CAN 
'SERVE YOUR 
COUNTRY JU5T 
AS WELL RUN- 
N1NQ AM ELEV- 
ATOR AS P1L0TH 
1NQ A PLANE.. 



V 



\< ^ 



■2\ 



fe 



\ 



\wa/o 

\/S /-/E 



/DUA/A/O, SOA'- 
UUST SEEMS TO 
BE A A//CE GUY 
WA/O ALWAYS A/AS 
^ AC//VD ^YOA?D 
A~OA? WOU/YDED 
VETE/ZsAA/S'. 



• 



WEL U A/E MA Y 
BE /^/GA/T—BUT^ 
/D P-arASR 1 BE 

S/-/OOT/A/G A 
GUAJ. SZ.OVS 
PO/3, SEE /fi= YOU 
CA/Y SEE ME OA/ 
TA/E A/ETWOA?/< 
BU/LDIAJG W/TM 
YOU/^ TELESCOPE : 



0/<...AA/D TELL. TJ-/E 
STA&S TA/AT /=>0/O WAS 
W/LL/A/' TO G/YE MS 
L /EE /A/ TA/E LAST 
WA/3 AA/D 
/-/ELL DO THE 
SAME /A/ 
WA&S TO, 
COME. 



& 



V7 



THE5E TWO 

Kittle people* 
of america 
oont rem.12e 
how close 

THEY ARE 
TO THEIR , 
DREAMS l~ 



THE NAZIS' ME4D OUABTEPS 
IN NEWyoR<--DER FEUMR- 
ERS PIST IS RAISED TO 
STRIKE AT AM£C$ICA\ 



/ TH/MK y/E A)/3E &£A\£>Y 

FO& co/vol/est o/= 

A«/VA'/)7'7iW /S^E-MTEy 
C/7~y 0/=" UA//TED 
STATES. 

/sec/te. what 

DUT/ES 




y/HEAO THE AUTO- 
SU/C/OE SQUAD. O/V 
f^fS-ZOAY AIT 8 O'CZ-OCA?) 
CA/2S t-OAOED PY/TH 
EX&I.OS/VES WILL BE 
OA/£VEfe s / iB/Z/DGE 
i-EA&J/VG /A/TQ. 
A4AA/HATTAAS- -A /\p 
Si-OyV THEM UP/ 



A*y ME A/ W/LL. 

STOGM THE C/TY 
A&/WO&/ES. AA/O 
SE/ZE THE/& SUAJS 

TO EQU/& OU& 

/SUr/VD A&Ajy/ 



J^ 



RBI 



^ 



/ SHAjLL /save /.ooo bua/d msm- 
bs/5s &ose as "spectators' 
at ca <sl/a&£)/a a/a>/=>0£5t- 

UA/O AT 8 0'Ct.OC*C WE GE/ZE 
D££S SH/jOS AAZ/O EGC//P THEM 
kY/TH MACH/A/E <SUAJS /4AO 

r so/ynzsj 





/*A MACHINE *"S\ 
(GUN/ YOU CROOK'S.' \ 
{ /'M GONNA — -«^i 






H 




^fe>i. 






Jfcr^l JM-}£- ^"A# 


\_ 








7 r~-*A 


\ r_ 


---(- 






U 





<Sf £" tVH/Z.'A/AZIS/ 
LOOK AT T/-/OSE 
GUNS A A/* BOMBS/ 






COME ON. \s J f=OOLt 
WE TH/SOW J NOT YET/ 
H/M ■ /THEY'LL //V- 
fz/SOM T/-/EJ YEST/GATE! 
W/NDOfY tT 144/T TILL WE 
TAKE NEW 
YORK CITY/ 
T/-/&OW H/M /N 
THE _ WASH- 
ROOM/ 



•J/M//S/Y/-T/-//S /& AWFUL 

--/a/ oaj£ /-/our r^e 

TS-///VG- - OH, BOY 




I 



' /f= O/VLV THE 
UKKNOr/M SOLOf£C\ 



' POP 



*ELV 





.AS /P IN -4NSWES/TO DANNY'S 
P RAVER- -FROM THE DEPTHS 
BEVOND COMES A PI6URE 

INKHAKI...WHILE BELOW 

POP . . . 




SEES D-ANWV'S 

MESS4SE! 



f/TWE/? THAT 
.X/O'S C/SAZV — \ 
0/9 A/iE'S GOT 
. SOAJETH/A/G .' J 




DANNV; THINKING NO 
ONE G4N HELP HIM 
DECIDES ON .AN 
HEROIC ESC4PE 




DAMIS/V CATCWES THE CODE ON 

A WINOOW CLEANERS SAPETy HOOK. 

soy /'m w ~^vo; 

SCAGEO &UT / 





VOU DO/vY 

SAV>L£T'S 

VOL/ AA/£> 

/ CL.£ASs/ 

'£M OUT/ 




YOU A&£ TOO £-AT£, 
YOU CCOWA///A/ TWO 
M/A/L/T£S EVE/2V 
3&/&GG //V MA/V- 
/-/A7TAA/ 1//I.L 3S 
&L. O/Wfl/JD" 4J/VO 
T/-/£ ATTACH < 



"I 



UUST 

' W/VAT / 

*VA/VT£D TO 

/</VOW . . /-/£Y 

£>AA/AfY 



YOU PV4AST A CA/x3/VC<^ 
TO ^£X=fA0 YOL/fS 
COi/A/7^yz50 ■yoL/7>yy£LL 

WA/£JV T/-J£ /VAZ/S' 

&C*4A//=S GO &y-- 

you £>0£> '£M. M£A/V-j 

WH/L.E.. 











tV/-/Y TA-/E L./TTLE ' 




ClAT/ES/ 


■ T/-/EY /-/AVE J 




A T&UCMC 


i-OA& r—^S 




Of= EX&i-OS/VES J J^ i \ 
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in the Ice House 

By Ralph Powers 



IN HIS basement workshop, "Blackle" Lord 
wrapped the shoe box With clean paper. It would 
not be In keeping with his life's station to be 
seen carrying a humble Bhoe box from his swanky 
home In Flatbush. 

Blackle's custom limousine carried him over the 
bridge Into the produce section. He parked on Hud- 
Bon Street and wanted to a block where platforms 
stuck outf, avid tongues protruding from hungry 
buildings, fed by endless lines of trucks. Here 
pedestrian traffic was impossible. 

Blackie Lord was right at home. His morning 
cigar stuck into his jaw alongside shut teeth, 
bulging out like a grave mound. He wasted no time 
on his usual customers, but went directly to a nar- 
row building bearing the sign: Jacob Feenell, Com- 
mission Merchant, Beef, Lamb, Veal. 

The platform steps were worn and hollow under 
Blackle's sure heel. The flooring of the runway was 
splintered, sprinkled with dirty sawdust. On one side 
was a large scale, on the other a cubbyhole office. 
To the rear was a big door with a massive brass 
catch, leading to the cold-room. 

A redhead sat in a soiled, green smock, bending 
over ledgers in the glassed-in office. Behind her hung 
a hat and coat and a pink dress. She looked up as 
Blackie entered and her hand shook a black drop off 
the wet pen. 

The roar of the busy street buffeted them. Blackie 
motioned with his head and she followed him into 
the cold-room. The door slammed and everything 
was quiet. 

Blackie led her to the rear of the long room, be- 
hind a huge rack of beeves. Frost-encased pipes sur- 
rounded them, The girl shivered in her thin smock, 
while her slippers dug into mounds of wet sawdust 
■wept carelessly into this corner. 

Blackie laced her with crackling tongue. "I told 
you before, Mary Feenell, just because you're two 
spoons in a tray with the Assistant D. A.," that don't 
make you an exception. You kick in with the 
rest." 

Mary's lip curled. She tried to keep her teeth 
from chattering. She held her feet tight together and 
wrapped her smooth, round arms around her soiled 
green smock and faced Blackie Lord bravely — 
Blackie Lord, terror of the produce district. 

"You said that before, Blackie. You tried to make 
me ditch Roy Stark and ride in that fancy, floating 
rat-trap you call a custom car. I wouldn't. You tried 
to make me kick in, the way my. father did before 
he died — and I wouldn't. Roy says I don't have to 
and — " 

BLACKIE tightened his cheek around the cigar. 
He put out a hand and grabbed her arm; she 
struggled to keep his fingers off her body. "That's 
your final word, huh?" he demanded. 

"Yes, Blackie." She twisted slowly out of his 
grasp. "The trouble with the merchants in this dis- 
fcict, they're all shivering when you show around. 
Well, here's one that's not. You can go to hell, 
Blackie." 

"It don't look to me like you'll have much of a 
business, the way you're going. What about your 
Bien? Where are they?" 

Mary Feenell bit her lip. "They— they didn't show 
Up this morning. I don't know what — " 

Blackie Lord looked wise. "Maybe they were hired 
away by some other outfit. Maybe they got tired 
working for a dumb doll like you." 

Understanding flashed in her eyes. "You!" she 
gasped. "You made them leave me. You — " she 



choked; tears started. She winked them bad: 
bravely. 

Blackie shrugged. "Oh. nothing rough. I just fixed 
It to get them a job with a bettor outfit, is all " 

"Roy'll hear about this." she threw at him through 
set lips. 

He smiled enigmatically, fumbling to open his 
shoe box. "That's what yo'u think." 

She saw something in his eyes then. She started 
to back away, feet scufilng the damp sawdust 
Blackie Lord grabbed her and his hands touched her 
body, made her flesh crawl. He shook the lid off 
the box, lifted out a gun from the shallow space- 
underneath. There waa another compartment below 
the gun. covered by cardboard. 

Mary screamed. Blackie grinned. "You yell all 
you want. These walls are cork, ten inches thick." 

She stood trembling, holding her smock tight, an 
If that mattered now. Her face as white as the frost- 
ing on the pipes rising in the corner behind them. 

Blackie reached over and turned on a small pet- 
cock in one of the frosted risers. A stream of sub- 
freezing brine squirted into the sawdust. He held 
the muzzle of the gun under the stream of brine 
until the barrel was full. 

"I ain't had to pull any rough stuff on this street 
in a long time. I had the boys educated to kick in. 
But you came along and stirred 'em up with a lot 
of citizen talk and now I got trouble. Well, kid, it's 
all going to stop now." 

She screamed again. She swayed. He reached 
quickly but she fell to the floor. Particles of saw- 
dust clung to her hair. Her smock sagged free of 
her knee. Her round arm, outflung, felt the sting- 
ing spray of the splashing brine, but it did not re- 
vive her. 

He knelt and felt her soft warmth. She was pretty, 
lying like that. He muttered: "Damned trouble 
maker. Burning guys up in the district with curves 
and crazy ideas. Lay off women, Blackle." 

He lifted her head a little, held it sideways and 
forced the gun muzzle between her teeth. A little 
brine spilled but not enough to make any difference. 
He pulled the trigger quickly and there was a 
muffled report. He dropped her head in the saw- 
dust and replaced the gun in the shoe box. 

He hurried back to the parking lot, reaching it 
without meeting anyone who knew him . . .. 

IT WAS after midnight and Blackie Lord was in 
the kitchen of his Flatbush home, raiding the 
electric refrigerator. Ke was wearing a silk dressing 
gown and laughing loudly at the story he had just 
told. 

A blonde perched on an enamel table, chewing a 
turkey leg and swinging a pair of Broadway gams. 
Her cheeks were bulging with meat and her lips 
were smeared with grease. 

Gee, Blackle that was a good one. I near choked." 
She slid off the table and went to the sink. She 
drank thirstily of the cold tap water, then spat, 
making a face. "Say what is this? A dose of salts? 
You call this stuff drinking water?" 

Blackie shrugged. "Flatbush water. Everybody In 
Brooklyn knows about Flatbush water. It tastes like 
hell but it's okay. If you don't like it, drink wine." 

"I like gin better," she said, getting back on the 
table. 

"It is very funny how women go for guys like 
you," sa.id a voice in the doorway. 

Blackie spun around, automatically pawing, from 
long habit, for a gun which was no longer in his 
armpit, He swore as his elbow cracked against the 



heavy, refrigerator door. 

The intruder smiled grimly, though there were 
traces of recent grief deep in his eyes. "You don't 
carry it any- more. Blackie. Remember? Since the 
racket buster came to town, you been living in Flat- 
bush just like a respectable business man Not 
using a rod. Very smart" , 

Blackie recovered himself. "Stark, I don't like 
people barging in on me-." He reached over and 
grabbed the turkey leg from the blonde and pitched 
it savagely into the refrigerator. 

"Hey, what's the idea ?" clamored the blonde. 
"Just because in comes a fool breeze from the 
D. A.'s office is no reason to get sore at me." 

"Shut up," ripped out Blackie. "If you don't like 
it here, scram." 

The blonde snapped erecl. smoothed her dress 
over her hips. Then her eyes softened. "You're upset. 
Elackie. I'll stay." 

Anger and venom contorted Blackie's face. His 
jaw jutted blazingly at the Assistant D. A. "Crack 
it, Stark. I'm clean — and busy." 

"Beats me how you can get away with throwing 
your women around. I'm ready to believe you killed 
Mary Feenell more because she wouldn't join your 
team than because she wouldn't kick in." 

"Back that up," snarled Blackie viciously. I ain't 
playing with you. Stark. Back that crack up." 

Stark straightened, tautened visibly. "Okay, 
Blackie. You got her men to leave and go to work 
for Harrison Grimes. You caught her alone in the 
cold-room and shot her with a gun filled with brine 
to muffle sound." 

Blackie went over and pushed up the wide sleeve 
of the blonde's dress. He bent over and examined a 
spot on" her arm. "Hell," he said, "I never noticed 
that mole before. Kinda nice." 

The blonde snickered eyeing Stark whose jaws 
clamped tight. "How to make monkeys out of law- 
men in one easy lesson." 

He patted her back, then turned to Stark. "Kid, 
like I say, you're young. Got a lot to learn. Me, I 
only have one gun, with permit to match. It is 
down in the cellar. Come look it over." 

He led the way down to a huge room fitted out 
a3 a lab and also a metal workshop. The blonde 
tailed along. 

Blackie took a gun from a drawer in a big work- 
bench and handed it to Stark. It was a .38 revolver. 
Stark smelled it, lips pursed. 

There was a strange gleam in Blackie's eye as 
he said: "You can fire a shot into that bag of 
shavings in the corner. I suppose you brought the 
ballistic* photo of the murder slug?" 

Stark shook his head. Blackie shot the blonde a 
sidelong glance of satisfaction, as if he had been 
expecting that answer. 

"You didn't bring the photo?" 

Stark looked uncomfortable. 

"Why not? Don't tell me you didn't find any 
slug?" 

Stark eyed Blackie sharply. "Why'd you 1 say 
that?" he demanded. 

Blackie shrugged. "Just like that." 

"You mean vou expected we wouldn't find a bul- 
let? The bullet that killed Mary?" 

Blackie grinned openly. "Be yourself, Stark. 
Finding killers and pinning murders on 'em is 
your job." 

"Yeah," said Stark slowly, putting peculiar em- 
phasis on the words. "It's my job. That's why I'm 
arresting you, Blackie Lord, for the murder of 
Mary Feenell." 

BLACKIE fell back a step, brow darkening. "Lis- 
ten, you dope, how long you think my good 
nature'll hold out with you clowning like this? You 
haven't got a picture, you haven't even got a slug. 
You got nothing on me and you're talking crazy. 
Get out of here, Stark." 

"Ever make slugs, Blackie?" asked Stark, casu- 
ally. 

Blackie's lips tightened a hair, but not enough 
for Stark to notice. Blackie turned and walked 
over to the blonde and pinched her arm gently. 



He said: "It kind of takes my mind off the D. A.'s 
questions." 

She giggled. "I ain't seen a show this good since 
Moran and Mack and Ray Dooly." 

It was loud enough for Stark to hear. He got 
red. 

Blackie went to another drawer and pulled out 
a small mould. It was lying alongside a can 
marked: So* Compressor Lubricant. "Out here in 
the wilds o'f Flatbush," he explained, "I got to 
amuse myself, so now and then I make slugs. Am- 
munition is high. So what?" 

He held out the mould, blowing dust off it, into 
Stark's face. Stark let go a whale of a sneeze 
and the blonde howled with laughter. 

Stark blew his nose. "Blackie, I've got you set 
to bounce into the chair." 

Blackie's grin got half-hearted. "Clowning is 
clowning. You're overdoing it. Stark." 

"You're the orte's been clowning, Blackie. You 
and this girl friend of yours. You clowned yourself 
right into a murder rap." 
„ "What the hell're you driving at?" ground out 
Blackie, steaming. 

"You had a damned clever murder stunt all 
worked out to perfection and then you slipped up. 
You forgot to shut off the petcock in the brine 
pipe." 

Blackie's jaw darkened. His mouth worked. He 
said nothing. 

"You went away, leaving the brine running from 
that petcock. It soaked quickly, into the sawdust, 
already partially soaked from brine drippings. It 
was cold in that room, Blackie. Colder than you 
realized. The beeves were partially frozen on the 
racks when we got there. Why? 

"Because Mary' didn't know how to set the ther- 
mostats properly and her men weren't there. The 
brine in the pipes was not only sub-freezing, it was 
sub-zero. At such low temperatures, the ice-slug you 
fired from your gun didn't melt. It went out the back 
of Mary's neck and lodged in the sawdust, soaked 
with subjzero brine. It stayed frozen. 

"We analyzed that slug as soon as it melted, 
Blackie. There isn't a chemist in New York could 
be mistaken about it, Blackie. It was Flatbush 
water." 

Blackie's lip curled. He cast a quick glance at the 
blonde. She had been edging closer, as Stark spoke. 
"Everything was perfect, otherwise," Stark went 
on. ''You loaded this gun with ice slugs you made 
with this mould, in your refrigerator, using steel 
wool to prevent the ice from shattering on impact. 
You oiled the gun with compressor oil, capable of 
preventing action fouling at very low temperatures 
"You carried the frozen gun packed in dry ice. 
You were smart enough to use brine in the muzzle 
instead of water, as you know water would free-e 
in the barrel and jam it Very clever, Blackie. But 
not clever enough." 

"Listen, wise guy," said Blackie, his voice a little 
hoarse. 'There's a thousand people in Flatbush us- 
ing this kind of water. You can't pin it on me that 
way." 

Starl> pulled a pair of bracelets from his pocket 
"You forget, Blackie, that a gun barrel will make 
rifling marks on ice the same as on lead. I forget 
to tell you we photographed that ice slug before it 
melted." 

Blackie dived, caught the blonde around the mid- 
dle and sent her flying at Stark. She bumped into 
him and the bracelets bounced on the floor. 

Blackie was halfway to the stairs. Stark didn't 
waste any time being polite to the blonde. She was 
winding him into a knot with her arms and legs. He 
drew up his knee and let her have it in the stomach. 
She folded, groaning, while he unlimbered his gun 
and picked off Blackie in the calf .as Blackie made 
the fourth step.' 

Blackie came rolling back into his workshop. 
Stark stood over him. 

"I promised Mary where she lay half-frozen in 
that dirty sawdust that Td make you pay, Blackie,' 1 . 
he said softly. "And I'm going to do it." 
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